
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



The Death of "B. L. 77' 

THE DEATH OF "b. L. T." 

"The Line" came to a full stop with the passing of Bert 
Leston Taylor on the nineteenth of March. Who now will 
carry on "the column that made Chicago famous," the 
column of wit and wisdom founded in the old Record by 
Eugene Field of happy memory, and built up in the Tribune 
as a finely whimsical all-American monument by the genial 
genius who has gone? 

It would be difficult to set bounds to the influence of this 
witty wise man, who so modestly, so humanely, so urbanely, 
disguised in kindly humor his good judgment and good taste. 
The warmth of his sympathy mellowed the penetrating keen- 
ness of his satire — he never expected too much of "the so- 
called human race," and always felt himself a fellow-offender 
in its inexplicable derelictions and vagaries. 

In music, art, literature he was a sane and penetrating 
critic; a word in "The Line" went further than many long 
reviews to set some clamorous best-seller in its place or 
promote some shy work of beauty. His column was an open 
book of the amenities; Henry Kitchell Webster, in his me- 
morial address, called it a daily letter to his friends, classing 
him with Gray and Fitzgerald among the great letter-writers 
of the world. 

But he ranks also, with Frederick Locker and Austin 
Dobson, with Oliver Wendell Holmes and Thomas Bailey 
Aldrich and Eugene Field among the best of the ever-to-be- 
gratefully-remembered lyrists of the drawing-room and — no, 
we don't have drawing-rooms now-a-days — of the living- 
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room and library. One might quote an hundred poems to 
prove it; we choose Canopus because it is, not better than 
many others, but possibly a keener self-revelation: 

When quacks with pills political would dope us, 

When politics absorbs the livelong day, 
I like to think about the star Canopus, 

So far, so far away. 

Greatest of visioned suns, they say who list 'em ; 

To weigh it science always must despair. 
Its shell would hold our whole dinged solar system, 

Nor ever know 'twas there. 

When temporary chairmen utter speeches, 

And frenzied henchmen howl their battle hymns, 

My thoughts float out across the cosmic reaches 
To where Canopus swims. 

When men are calling names and making faces, 

And all* the world's aj angle and ajar, 
I meditate on interstellar spaces 

And smoke a mild seegar. 

For after one has had about a week of 
The arguments of friends as well as foes, 

A star that has no parallax to speak of 
Conduces to repose. 

Thus one felt heights and depths in this man, against 
which he measured sublunary affairs. His gayest word was 
always in scale, always had perspective. So it is not surpris- 
ing that he was thoroughly at home in the woods and all 
wild places of nature," as some of the finest of his more 
serious potxas-^The Road to Anywhere, for example — prove. 

He died in the spring-time, as he wished. Let us hope 
that the white-throat, whose music "is sweet as April's sun," 
will sing over his grave. H. M. 
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